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Lights are on but nobodyWs home. 


Walking his dog was always relaxing. Dana would bounce from the ditch to the other, chasing critters and birds. 
He loved those moments. Just him and his beloved dog, silent companion who always understands. He decided to 
take a different route this time, much to the delight of the dog, who got more places to explore now. She 
came to an abrupt halt when she saw a rabbit, which quickly took off over the ditch, beneath the fence and 
through the yard. 


A yard that looked somehow familiar to Tony. The 5Osomething couple, who had been raking the leaves, 
greeted Tony politely, as they had always done. When was it when he had seen them last time? 2007 perhaps, 
when he had gone to see them and ask where the hell Jani was, after the guitarist had skillfully vanished. 
"How has the life been here? Same as always, deafening silence?" 

The woman with the same unreadable eyes that Jani possessed, shrugged. 


"Silent, yes, but never the same..' 


The cryptic answer left him curious. Janis father seemed to tense and his mother looked sad. Tony came to a 


conclusion, that Jani hadn't kept contact even to his parents. Typical of that bastard. 
"Do you want a cup of coffee? And some fresh water to your doggie as well?" 


Not wanting to be rude, Tony accepted the offer. He was in no hurry and the couple had always been so kind 
and bright, he had no heart to say no anyway. He had always wondered where Jani had gotten his messed up 
views and behavior. They sat in the kitchen, talking this and that but avoiding the topic about the only person 
they had in common. After Dana had decided to use the rug in the kitchen as her personal bed there, he 
finally asked the question 


"How Jani is doing nowadays?" 


The silence that ensued was the kind he dreaded, it made him want to blow his brain out. He then noticed the 
hum of the television from the living room, indicating there was someone watching it. Swallowing the lump that 


had suddenly appeared into his throat, Tony followed guitarists mother to the said room. 


There, on the couch, sat a familiar figure wrapped in a blanked filled with images from a witchdrum. Reddish 


hair tied into a messy ponytail, revealing a face that hadn't really changed overly much. But something was off. 


The blue eyes were completely empty. No movement at all. He dared to walk closer, so that he'd see Janis 


face better. Tony narrowed his eyes upon seeing a jagged scar running from the hairline to right brow. 


"Jani?" he asked quietly, unsure what he'd say to the redhead. He didn't need to say anything. The guitarist 


didn't move. Not a muscle. He waved his hand in front of Jani's face, making the guitarist flinch. 


"He had a lover.. Another man. He did this to him. Smashed his head against a brick wall after an argument. We 
were the only people with time to look after him. Everyone else abandoned him," his mother said, voice shaking 


from holding back the tears of frustration and sadness. 

"IFs like.. lights are on." Tony whispered, shocked. 

"But there's no one there. He can act on his own at times, but soon he reverts into this." 

Tony remembered their own kind of relationship, which was somewhat different from what he and Elias had 
now. When they had fought and he was seriously angry at Jani, he still hadn't wished this to the man. He had 
accepted that Jani had had enough. Suddenly he felt sick and after thanking the couple from the coffee, water 
and the chat, he got ready to leave. He had to get away from the sight. 

After a moment's hesitation, he approached the broken guitarist cautiously and briefly hugged him. Scent of 
pine and something else lingered after he pulled away and for a second, it looked like something in Jan's eyes 


had changed, but then it was gone again. 


When he was heading home, he knew he had to call Elias. He needed to hear his voice again. 


